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Love Makes a Happy Christmas 


= EDITORS have been having a wonder- 
ful time preparing this Christmas number of 
Wee Wispom for you. For weeks and weeks 
we have been selecting Christmas stories and 
poems, songs, directions for making Christ- 
mas gifts and decorations, and suggestions 
for interesting things to do. We wanted to 
help make this Christmas the happiest one 
you have ever had. 

Now that our work is in your hands, we 
hope you will love this Christmas number. 
And we hope, too, that you will write and 
tell us about it. What we did was fun be- 
cause we love you. 

Not only have your editors held a thought 
of love in their hearts as they worked, but 
all those who have written the interesting 
stories and lovely poems and songs and the 
artists who have illustrated them have been 
filled with the joyous Christmas spirit as 
they worked. How do I know this? Because 
their love and ours speaks through every 
page, from the first beautiful poem, “On 


Christmas Day,” right through to “Our © 


Stamp Collectors,” and even to happy little 
Arthur, who is telling you how you can 
make someone else happy. If people are not 
happy, they cannot make others happy. 

We especially liked the first two stories, 
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“Snowbound Christmas” and “The Big 
Half.” “Snowbound Christmas” made us 
feel that no matter what happens we can 
still have Christmas if we have it in our 
heart. And we got a real thrill out of “The 


Big Half” because Ben and Janice Staley 


were such good sports. Happiness does not 
come so much through what you get or what 
you give as it does through the spirit of 
Christmas right within your own heart. 

The Spartans are not “goody-goody”’ chil- 
dren. They have problems to meet just like 
the ones you have to meet. We were proud 
of the way Bob finally met his problem. 

We loved ‘Toys’ Christmas Eve” and 
“The White Paper Angel,” and we feel quite 
sure that you will too. 

Our writers who send in the directions for 
the cooking lesson and for making things 
have given you a number of good ideas that 
you can use to help make this a happy Christ- 
mas for everyone. 

If you cannot give a gift, give a happy 
smile or do some little act of loving kind- 
ness for someone, and yours will be a happy, 
happy Christmas. 


EDITOR. 
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On, hei Day 


| N A manger filled with hay, 

Once a tiny Baby lay. 

Shepherds came, and brought their sheep, 
To see the little One asleep. 

They bowed their heads and knelt to pray 
On that first glad Christmas Day. 


Wise Men came from countries far, 
Guided by a shining star. 

Gifts they brought, both rich and rare, 
For the Christ child sleeping there. 

They bowed their heads and knelt to pray 
On that first glad Christmas Day. 


Round the world now church bells ring; 
Round the world now children sing. 
Merry carols fill the air; 

Christmas time is everywhere. 

Let us, too, kneel down and pray 

On this happy Christmas Day. 


By Mary Kelly 
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= VERNON awoke with a special-day 
feeling. Just for a moment, she could not 
think why, and then, all at once, she re- 
membered. Today was the day she and 
Mother and Daddy and the five cowboys, 
who did the work on the ranch, and Chang, 
who cooked for the cowboys, would all go 
to town and do their Christmas shopping 
and buy things for Christmas dinner! 

The Circle-V Ranch, where the Vernons 
lived, was high in the mountains. In the 
winter, the snow was deep, and blizzards 
swept down often. Trips to town were few 
and far between, so the week-before-Christ- 
mas trip was a real treat. 

Betsy sprang out of bed without waiting 
to be called and breathed a peephole in the 
frost on the windowpane. There was nothing 
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By Marcia Morgan 


outside but more whiteness! It was snowing 
in great white swirls. If it kept up, they 
would not be able to go to town. 

All day, Betsy hoped the snow would 
stop. But it did not stop. It was still snow- 
ing at suppertime, and the radio said the 
storm would last for several days. 

Betsy did not cry or sulk. She knew that 
was wrong, and it never did any good any- 
way. But she could hardly eat her supper. 
How could they have a real Christmas if they 
could not go to town? What would they do 
for presents? She had been hoping for a new 
saddle for her horse, Jiggers; the one she 
had was worn out. But Betsy did not mind if 
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she did not get a single present. What wor- 
ried her was not having any presents to give. 
And how could they make a real holiday 
dinner for themselves and the cowboys, who 
always looked forward to Christmas dinner 
so much? 

After supper, Betsy was very quiet as she 
dried the dishes for Mother. When the work 
was finished, Mother called her over to the 
kitchen table and sat down across from her. 
She had a pad and pencil in her hand. 

“Now, Betsy,” she said, “we must plan 
our Christmas.” 

Betsy sat straight up in her chair. “But 
how can we have any Christmas if we can’t 
go to town?” 

“We can always have Christmas,” Mother 
said firmly. “Christmas is our Lord’s birth- 
day, and we worship Him. All the rest is just 
trimmings. Why, the first Christmas your 
father and I spent here on this ranch, we 
didn’t even have a real house, just a little 
log cabin. For presents, I had knitted Daddy 
a pair of mittens, and he had carved me a 
wooden bowl. And all we had for our Christ- 
mas dinner was bread and beans. But that 
was still a lovely Christmas. Christmas isn’t 
what you have, Betsy; it’s how you feel in- 
side.” 

Betsy nodded thoughtfully. 

“Having the snow just means that we must 
ask God for good ideas,” Mother continued, 
“and think and work a little harder than 
usual to keep the Christmas spirit. Now, 
let’s think of the things we have to ‘do with,’ 
as your Aunt Ell says; and I'll write our 
plans on the pad.” 

“Well,” Betsy began slowly, “we have 
the tree decorations, and there are lots of 
little pine trees in the home pasture; so we 
can have a Christmas tree.” 

“That's fine,” Mother said, writing on 
the pad. “What else?” 
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“We have plenty of groceries stored up 
for all winter and lots of things in the freez- 
et, sO we ought to be able to make good 
things to eat even if we can’t get to the 
stores.” 


“Yes, indeed,” agreed Mother, writing 
busily. 

“But, Mother, what can we do for pres- 
ents? Oh! We can make them, can’t we! I 
know just what I can make for you! But 
what about Daddy and Chang and the 
boys?” 

“We can make boxes of candy and cookies 
and wrap them so they look Christmasy. We 
have plenty of paper and ribbon left from 
last year.” 

“Oh, yes! The boys love to eat, and Chang 
says he likes to taste someone else’s cooking. 
And Chang’s always burning his fingers. I 
could make him some pot holders, too. But 
what about Daddy?” 

“He always loved that Indian bridle he 
used to use on Prince, but the reins have 
completely gone to pieces. Perhaps Slim or 
one of the other boys could show you how 
to braid a new set of reins. There is plenty 
of leather in the workshop.” 

Betsy clapped her hands in delight. ‘‘Per- 
fect! But we'll have to hurry and get busy!” 

Mother was nodding her head in agree- 
ment when there was a knock at the door. 
Betsy ran to open it, and Slim came in. In 
his heavy coat that was plastered with snow, 
he looked almost like a polar bear. 

““Ma’am, I’m sure sorry to track in snow 
like this, but could you lend us a little iodine 
and maybe some tape?” 

“Of course, Slim, but what’s the matter? 
Is someone hurt?” Mother asked anxiously. 

“Aw, no,” Slim stammered. “Red and 
Pete and I are just skinned up a little. Noth- 
ing serious.” 

While Mother went to get the iodine and 
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tape, Betsy asked Slim about making the 
reins for Daddy. Slim promised to bring the 
leather to the house and show her how to 
braid it the first thing in the morning. 

The next days were busy ones. The snow 
stopped only to start again, and the roads 
were covered deeply with drifts, but Betsy 
did not worry about that any more. She had 
other things to think about. She hardly even 
thought of the saddle she had hoped to get 
for Christmas. 

She and Mother made dozens of cookies 
—little pin wheels and raisin bars and maca- 
roons and cinnamon stars and chocolate 
drops. They made fudge and taffy and snowy 
divinity. They filled a big box for each of 
the crew and wrapped the boxes with bright 
paper and ribbons. Mother and Daddy were 
giving Chang and the boys a Christmas 
bonus, too. 

Mother cut the pattern, and Betsy made 
two pot holders for Chang. They looked like 
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The way the colt was pulling back showed he 
had plenty of spirit. 


two big red apples with green yarn stems, 
which formed loops to hang them by. 

Betsy braided the bridle reins until they 
were the right length. Slim helped her bind 
them, leaving a fringe at the ends, and put 
on little straps to fasten them to the bit. 

Betsy made Mother’s gift from a pattern 
she had found in a magazine. It was a 
handkerchief case made of pale-green satin, 
with silver ribbon ties to hold it shut. She 
put a pretty handkerchief she had never used 
in it. 

There were secrets all over the house. 
Betsy had seen the slippers Mother was mak- 
ing for Daddy and the clock shelf Daddy 
was carving for Mother. But the cowboys 
had a secret they kept from everyone else. 
What could they be doing that called for 
so much iodine? Even Daddy could not find 
out. The day before Christmas, the boys 
came to help decorate the tree, and every one 
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of them had scratches and bruises! 
Christmas Day was the brightest, sunniest 
winter day ever. When Betsy looked out, the 
earth sparkled like a big cake covered with 
white frosting. Her stocking was filled with 
embroidery hoops and thread, candy, and 
small toys; but the real fun would come in 
the afternoon, when they would have the 
tree and give their gifts to one another! 
Chang came to help fix Christmas dinner, 
and Betsy flew back and forth between the 
kitchen and the dining room to get the table 
ready. They would not have mints or nuts 
in the shell—those were things the Vernons 
usually bought on the Christmas trip to 
town. But there was everything else needed 
for a wonderful dinner. There were white 
potatoes and sweet potatoes, scalloped 
corn and creamed carrots, baked beans and 
feathery-light rolls, pickles, jellies, and 
dozens of other good things—with cherry 
pie, pumpkin pie, and fruitcake for dessert! 
When everything was ready, Mother and 
Chang and Betsy took off their aprons. The 
boys came in, all scrubbed and polished and 
dressed in their best. They stood around the 
table while Father asked a special Christ- 
mas blessing, and everyone ate and talked 
and laughed, and then ate some more. 


When everyone was too full to eat another 
bite, Mr. Vernon opened the big double 
doors to the living room so they could go 
in to the Christmas tree and receive their 
gifts; but Betsy held up the procession by 
stopping dead-still in the doorway. 


Under the tree was the most beautiful new 
saddle she had ever seen! It was just her 
size, now that she was eleven, and it was 
tagged with her name. A new bridle with 
silver conchos hung over the saddle horn, 
and peeping out from beneath the saddle 
skirting was a striped Mexican saddle blan- 
ket. 
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“Oh, Daddy! Mother!” Betsy gasped. 
“Thank you so much—but how did it ever 
get here?” 

Daddy chuckled. “We ordered it, and we 
had it sent several weeks ago to be sure it 
would be here by Christmas.” 

“What a time we've had keeping it hid- 
den!” Mother added. 

“Now, all I need is a new horse,” Betsy 
said, laughing. “Then Jiggers could retire, 
since he’s already helped me learn to ride.” 

“That's right,” Daddy agreed. “We'll 
have to see about that one of these days. 
Jiggers isn’t so spry as he once was, and he 
would like some peaceful days in the pas- 
ture.” 

Everyone had to inspect and admire 
Betsy’s new riding gear, and then she played 
messenger and carried the other presents 
around. The boys were delighted with their 
boxes of good things and their bonuses, 
and Chang was especially pleased with his 
colorful pot holders. 

“Apples look good enough to eat, Missy!” 
he said happily. 

Mother and Daddy exclaimed with pleas- 
ure over their presents from Betsy and a 
picture the boys and Chang had ordered in 
town for them long before. Betsy got a head 
scarf Mother had knitted and a lasso rope 
Daddy had made, just like his, to carry on 
her saddle. Chang put into her hands a beau- 
tiful lacquered Chinese box. “For Missy's 
sewing,” he explained, “since she sew so 
well!” 

Betsy was sure this had been such a perfect 
Christmas that not another thing could hap- 
pen to add to its happiness; but just then, 
she noticed that all five of the cowboys had 
suddenly disappeared, leaving their presents 
behind! 

“Why, where in the world——” she was 

(Please turn to page 27) 
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Copyright 1959 by Olive Rambo Cook 
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What the Story Told Before 


The Shaws—Pa and Ma, Serilda, Jeff, 
and little Bill—lived on a farm. Katie Griggs 
lived with them. Her stepfather was a horse 
trader. Horse traders were called movers. 

At the county fair, Pa entered his team 
of Percherons, Tib and Tony, and won first 
prize. Serilda entered her mare, Star, in the 
riding and driving contests. She lost in the 
riding class but won in the driving class. 
Serilda was very happy, but her joy was 
overshadowed when Katie saw two men 
looking at Star. Katie recognized the men 
as Busher and Ruddy and knew them as 
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Shining Star 


friends of her father, men who followed 
county fairs. She felt sure they meant no 
good when they remembered Star and ex- 
amined her. 

School began the next day. The pupils, 
especially Lucy Denton, were surprised when 
Katie opened her fifth reader. Movers were 
not supposed to be able to read, write, and 
cipher. Katie made only one mistake in 
arithmetic and was put in the advanced spell- 
ing class. That night she practiced sums. 
Serilda did, too, but at the top of her slate, 
she drew a fancy border of little colts, 
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ParT FIVE 


S zanna awoke to the sound of rain beat- 
ing against the bedroom window and the 
wind moaning as it whipped around the 
house and through the treetops. The gray 
light of early morning filled the room, where 
a coldness had seeped in during the night. 

The fine October weather had ended, and 
the first breath of winter had come over- 
night. Serilda listened for a minute, and 
heard Ma stirring corncakes for breakfast; 
then she snuggled down under the covers 
close to Katie, thankful it was Saturday and 
that there would be no school, hoping Ma 
would let them sleep late. 

She was just drifting off again when she 
heard Pa come in from outside and begin 
talking to Ma. Then he walked to the stair- 
way and called Jeff, and told him to hurry. 


Something in Pa’s voice brought Serilda 
wide-awake, and Katie stirred, then raised 
up on her elbow and looked questioningly at 
Serilda. 

Ma came to the bedside, a worried look on 
her face. “Girls, you'll have to get up and 
help Pa and Jeff. Someone took the fence 
down during the night and let the stock 
out of the pasture. Here are some old jeans 
of Jeff’s; try to squeeze into them. You'd 
ruin your dresses, clambering through the 
woods.” 

Serilda bounced out of bed. “I'll ride Star. 
We can round them up in a hurry.” 

Ma cleared her throat. “Tib and Tony 
and the oxen were waiting at the gate to be 
let into the barn, but Star wasn’t with them. 
She is gone, too, Serilda.” 

“Gone? Ma, she can’t be gone!” Serilda 
choked on the words, her mouth suddenly as 
dry as flour. ‘She’s always first at the gate 
to get into the barn for her feed!” 


Pa hurried to grab Grover by the hind legs. 
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Ma shook her head. “She’s gone, Daughter. 
And the cows are all gone, too, and that 
heifer that just freshened will be in a bad 
way if she isn’t milked by noon. Get into 
your things. You'll have to eat some break- 
fast before you start out.” Ma went back to 
the kitchen. 

Katie had been flying into her things 
while they were talking, but Serilda was 
shaking so she could hardly fasten her shoes. 

“Katie, do you think anybody would try 
to steal Star?” 

“Not anybody with a lick of sense! After 
everybody saw her at the fair, she’s known 
all over the county! Why, she’s as well 
known as Black Chief!” 

“But they could hide her in the daytime 
and ride her at night.” 

Katie gave Serilda a quick hug. “Don’t go 
borrowing trouble. We'll find her. Maybe 
she lamed herself in the woods, or got caught 
in a thorny thicket. When she hears you 
whistle, she'll answer.” 

Serilda choked over her breakfast. The 
corncakes stuck in her throat and had to be 
washed down with swallows of milk. 


Pa talked between bites. “When the cows 
and Star weren't waiting at the gate, I put 
Tib and Tony in their stalls and went to 
look for the others. I covered the whole 
pasture, and that is when I found the place 
where the fence was down, over at the far 
side, next to the woods. The four top rails 
had been let down, and there were tracks at 
one end: horse tracks and cattle tracks and 
now and then big boot tracks—all faintlike, 
so it must have happened in the middle of 
the night when it first began to storm, and 
the rain washed over them.” 

Jeff stole glances at Serilda as he ate, and 
Grandma kept urging everyone to eat and to 
put lots of honey on their corncakes, to keep 
them warm out in the storm. 
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At last, Pa pushed back from the table. 
“Jeff, go over to the Dentons’ and ask if 
they’ve seen anything unusual. Then come 
right home. The girls and I will take Grover 
and follow the tracks in the woods as far 
as we can. When you get back, come down 
to the woods and follow along, and keep 
holloing. We'll hear you and answer. I don’t 
see how we can miss finding the cows, but 
Old Shortie, she’s a smart one for hiding 
out.” 

Pa got up and went to the fireplace. He 
reached up over the mantle for his Kentucky 
rifle. Serilda could see the muscles working 
in his jaw. There was no twinkle in his eyes 
today. 

Wrapped in heavy jackets and hoods, 
Serilda and Katie walked with Pa across 
the pasture, leaning against the wind. Serilda 
carried Star’s bridle on her arm. The rain 
had turned to sleet that stung like needles 
when the wind flung it in their faces. They 
came to the place where the fence had been 
taken down and bent over to look at the 
tracks that were getting dim in the covering 
of sleet. 

Serilda straightened and gave the shrill, 
familiar whistle that always brought an an- 
swering neigh from Star. They stood, mo- 
tionless, listening, but there was no answer. 
Serilda whistled again and again, but the 
only sounds they heard were the creaking 
and sighing of the icy tree limbs and the 
beating of sleet against the fence rails. 

Pa signaled to Grover, “Go get the cows! 
Find the cows!” 


Grover sniffed for a moment and then 
struck off at a lope, following the trail into 
the woods. Pa, Serilda, and Katie followed. 
It was an easy trail to follow, for broken 
branches and fresh droppings marked the 
way. Serilda whistled often, and they stopped 


(Please turn to page 33) 
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Toys 


Bone: BONG! the big clock goes, 
And everything in the nursery knows 
That it is midnight of Christmas Eve; 
And without so much as a by-your-leave, 
The toy cock crows; the Noah’s ark 
Shakes itself in the moonlit dark, 

And quite undaunted by cold and snow 
That press at the windows, the animals go 
Marching out from it, two by two— 

Mr. and Mrs. Noah’s zoo. 

Tigers and elephants, leopards and bears, 
Round and round the nursery chairs, 
Wolves and lions and all the rest, 

While a soldier-trumpeter plays with zest 
A high, thin tune that smites the ears 

And shakes the tinkling chandeliers. 


The rocking horse with flying mane 

Rocks like mad, and the little train 

Chugs down its track with a tiny roar, 

Scattering marbles across the floor; 

And the toy lamb rolls on its little red 
wheels 

Round in a circle, while the toy clown feels 

He must do a tumble or two 

To please the doll that is dressed in blue. 

Oh, the night is gala, the night is gay 

When toys come alive in this magical way 

To have their party, to have their fun— 

And then all go to bed at the stroke of 
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BY WAYNE C. LEE 


STALEYs had just gotten home from 
the Christmas Eve services at the church 
when a knock rattled the front door. Al- 
though it was early, Ben Staley and his sister, 
Janice, were thinking about bedtime. Tomor- 
row was going to be a big day. 

But the knock made Ben forget all about 
going to bed. He watched his father go to 
the door, wondering who could be knocking 
at this time of night. His curiosity increased 
when his father opened the door and a man 
and a woman and a boy about Ben’s age 
came in. They were total strangers to Ben. 

“I’m Jim Fenton,” the man said. “This is 
my wife and my son, Doug. We are on our 
way to my brother for Christmas. Our car 
broke down just a little way from here.” 

“We can phone the garage,” Mr. Staley 
said. 

Mr. Fenton shifted uncomfortably. “Won't 
a night repair job be pretty expensive?” 

“The garage does charge more for night- 
work, I believe,” Mr. Staley said. “Are you 
in a hurry to get to your brother’s?” 

“Not especially,” Mr. Fenton said. “We 
are planning to spend tomorrow with him 
and his family.” 

Ben thought he knew why Mr. Fenton 
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was hesitating about calling the garage- 
man tonight; he could not afford the extra 
cost. The clothes the family was wearing 
were proof of that: clean and neat, but 
worn and even patched in a few places. Ben 
could see that his father understood, too. 
“Why not stay with us tonight?” Mr. 
Staley asked. “Then, first thing in the morn- 
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ing, we'll get your car fixed so you can go 
on.” 

Relief spread over Mr. Fenton’s face. 
“That would be fine. But we wouldn’t want 
to impose on you.” 

“Who said anything about imposing?” 
Ben’s father said. “We have plenty of room.” 

It was settled quickly, and Ben found 
himself getting acquainted with Doug. Doug 
was pretty shy and did not say much except 
to answer questions. So Ben asked questions. 

“Are you going to have a Christmas tree 
tomorrow?” 

Doug nodded without enthusiasm. “I sup- 
pose so. I usually get a pair of socks or mit- 
tens—something I have to have.” 

“No toys?” Janice asked in disbelief. 

“Dad says toys are too expensive.” 

Ben was sure he understood now. Every 
penny the Fentons made had to be used for 
necessary things, such as socks and mittens. 
Those things made good Christmas presents 
without wasting money. 

Ben’s Aunt Myrtle felt that way, although 
she did not give useful gifts because she 
could not afford luxuries. She gave useful 
gifts because she thought they were best. 
Ben looked at the little tree in the corner of 
the room and thought of Aunt Myrtle. She 
always seemed to get so much happiness out 
of Christmas. Yet, he could not remember 
any special gift that she had ever received. 

Aunt Myrtle said people get so concerned 
about exchanging gifts that they forget they 
are supposed to be remembering the birth- 
day of Jesus. But she was not against the 
exchange of gifts. In fact, she was very much 
in favor of it. 

Ben remembered that when she spent last 
Christmas with them she said that people 
usually missed most of the thrill of ex- 
changing gifts. Getting gifts was fine, she 
said, but giving to someone you loved or to 
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someone who was in need was the real joy 
of Christmas. 

Just then Ben’s mother came in to tell 
Ben where Doug was to sleep. Ben led the 
way to the cot in the playroom. But he had 
to ask one more question. 

“What do you want for Christmas?” 

“Mittens, I guess,” Doug said. ‘Mine are 
full of holes.” 

“I mean, what would you really like to 
have?” 

Doug's eyes sparkled for a moment. “A 
baseball,” he said. “Uncle John gave me an 
old glove last summer. But I don’t have a 
ball to practice with.” 

If Doug had hit him in the face, Ben 
would not have been jolted any harder. 
He said good night and headed for his room. 

A baseball. That was what Ben wanted, 
too. And he was sure he was going to get 
it. Aunt Myrtle usually gave him something 
he could use, like a shirt or mittens. This year 
he was sure she was giving him a baseball. 

Aunt Myrtle always sent her presents a 
week before Christmas; then, she usually 
came on Christmas Day. 


Ben had always liked the things she gave 
him. But this year he was going to prize 
her gift above all the others he would get, 
he was sure. His old baseball had a couple 
of stitches broken. And it was brown from 
stains of grass and mud. It just would not 
last through another summer. The cover 
would be pounded right off. He was really 
going to thank Aunt Myrtle this year! 

He tried to go to sleep, but two things 
kept him awake: Doug and that new base- 
ball that he felt sure was under the tree. 
Wouldn’t Doug be excited if he were to 
get that baseball? Ben hopped out of bed 
as an idea struck him—he might give Doug 
his old baseball. 


He started down the stairs in his bare 
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Lull-a-by Iit- tle Je - sus so ti - ny and sweet,Shep-herds and 
S-, 
Wise Men all kneel at Thy feet. Sleep while the Christ-mas star 


shines in 


the sky. Sleep while 


I sing Thee this lull - a - by. 


feet, taking two steps at a time. He got al- 
most to the playroom, where he kept his ball 
and bat; then he stopped. Was that what he 
really wanted to do—give Doug something 
he didn’t want any more himself? Ben 
doubted if Doug had ever gotten anything 
nice that he really wanted. Once in a while, 
every fellow ought to have something that 
he really wants. Wouldn’t Doug think a 
new baseball was wonderful ? 

Ben slipped quietly into the living room, 
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where the tree was, and plugged in the tree 
lights. By their glow, he sorted out the 
square box from Aunt Myrtle that he was 
sure contained a baseball. Before he could 
open the box, Janice came up behind him. 

“Are you peeking?” she accused. 

Ben did not want to tell Janice what he 
had in mind. It was silly, maybe, giving your 
best gift to a stranger. It was the sort of 
thing some sentimental girl might do. But 
Janice had caught him with the box in his 
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hand. About all he could do was explain to 
her. 

“I think that’s wonderful, Ben,” Janice 
said softly. “It will probably be the best 
present he ever got.” 

Ben opened the package enough to make 
sure it was a baseball. Then he took off the 
tag, and he and Janice made a new one, giv- 
ing the ball to Doug from both Ben and 
Janice. 

Maybe that wasn’t fair, Ben thought as 
he went back to bed. Maybe he should have 
said it was from Aunt Myrtle. But Doug 
wouldn’t know Aunt Myrtle. And, after all, 
the ball was to have been his in the morning. 

Ben had never been half so excited on 
Christmas as he was the next morning when 
it came time to open the presents. Ben was 
surprised to find that his parents had put 
gifts on the tree for Mr. and Mrs. Fenton 
and Doug. 

But the big thrill came when Doug was 
handed the box from Ben and Janice. Ben 
was sure that, even if he lived to be a hun- 
dred, he would never forget the look on 
Doug’s face when he saw the ball. 

During all the time it took the garage- 
man to come and fix the Fentons’ car, Doug 
talked almost continually about his baseball. 

Ben felt prouder than a squirrel with a 
barrel of nuts until he remembered that Aunt 
Myrtle would come today, and she would 
want to know how he liked the gift she had 
given him. What would he do? He did like 
the baseball. He liked it better than any- 
thing she had ever given him. But he would 
not even be able to show it to her. 

That took much of the joy from the day 
for Ben. And to make things worse, just as 
the Fentons were going out to their car to 
leave, Aunt Myrtle drove into the yard. 

Ben wished he could go and hide, for 
Doug was standing outside the car, tossing 
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the ball into the air and catching it, wait- 
ing until the last moment before he got in- 
side where he could not play with his ball. 

Ben’s father introduced Aunt Myrtle to 
the Fentons. Doug just could not keep his 
good news. | 

“Look what Ben and Janice gave me!” 
he shouted. “A new ball. I never had a 
new ball before.” 

“Looks like a fine one,” Aunt Myrtle 
said, smiling. 

Ben was certain she knew where that ball 
had come from. There was no way now that 
he could side-step the issue. He would have 
to tell Aunt Myrtle that he had given away 
the gift she had given him. How that would 
hurt her feelings! He wished there were a 
big hole close enough that he could jump 
into it. 

The Fentons left, and Aunt Myrtle came 
on to the house. She looked right at Ben 
when she had settled herself in a chair. 

“That boy really liked his new ball, didn’t 
he?” she said. 

“I’m sorry, Aunt Myrtle,’ Ben blurted. 
“But he didn’t have anything. And I still 
have my old ball.” 

“What are you sorry about?” Aunt Myrtle 
said sternly. “Would you have gotten as 
much fun playing with that ball as you did 
watching that boy get it?” 

Surprise ran through Ben. Aunt Myrtle 
was not angry at all. Then he thought of 
what she had said last Christmas. She was 
right. He would not have enjoyed playing 
with the ball so much as he had enjoyed 
giving it to Doug. 

“You're growing up, Ben,’ Aunt Myrtle 
said. ““You've always been on the receiving 
end of the gift exchange. That’s the little 
half of Christmas. Today, you crossed over 
and got in on the big half.” 

Ben knew what she meant, and he agreed. 
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| * MARKET place of the usually quiet 
village of Nazareth was in an uproar. “I 
don’t know how I can make the journey,” a 
frail old tentmaker protested angrily. 

“Nor do I,” said Joseph the carpenter, 
thinking of his wife, who was soon to give 
birth to a child. Mary needed him. 

Joseph glanced at the gloomy faces around 
him. Only this morning the day had seemed 
full of beauty and joy. But moments ago, 
villagers had been informed of a decree sent 
out from Rome by Caesar Augustus. In it he 
had ordered all the world to enroll in the 
city that had been the original seat of their 
tribe or clan. 

“These Romans are always thinking of 
some new way to tax us,” grumbled a man 
who was lame. “We should rise up against 
them.” 

Joseph disliked Roman rule, but he was a 
peaceable man, and so he said gently, “This 
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is a way of counting people in the Empire, 
not of taxing them.” 

“You may be sure it will lead to a tax,” 
the cripple said. His face flushed with anger. 
“To pay for roads or bridges for ourselves 
is not bad, but I’m tired of buying gold 
dishes and chariots for the emperor.” 

Joseph nodded in agreement, but his con- 
cern was more for Mary than for possible 
taxes. He must hurry home and tell her 
about the order. 

“There is a new law,” he burst forth as 
soon as he entered the flat-roofed house of 
sun-dried brick. 

Mary looked shaken and worried when 
Joseph first told her about the decree. Al- 
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though a humble man, Joseph was descended 
from the great Kind David, whose ances- 
tral home was in Bethlehem. Both knew 
what going to Bethlehem meant. 

Before Joseph had finished speaking, 
Mary’s face again became cheerful and 
serene. “God will go with us,” she said. 
“But before we leave——” 

“We!” exclaimed Joseph. He could not let 
Mary travel to Bethlehem. It was at least a 
three-day journey from Nazareth. “You've 
forgotten the bad roads. And there may be 
attacks from highwaymen, even from bears 
or lions,” 


It was indeed a sacred and holy night. 
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Mary smiled and slipped her hand into 
Joseph’s, as if saying that they had nothing 
to fear. 


If only they could wait until after the 
baby came, thought Joseph as he helped 
Mary get together clothes, covers, and food 
for the journey. But the Romans never per- 
mitted any delay in carrying out orders. Then 
he remembered. Prophets had foretold that 
the Prince of Peace would be born in Bethle- 
hem. 

Preparing for an early morning start, Mary 
baked a number of barley loaves, and Joseph 
put food in the saddlebags. He also poured 
water into bottles made from goatskins. 

Next morning the sky was overcast as 
Joseph, Mary, and their neighbors left the 
peaceful valley that was surrounded by hills 
and pomegranate trees. Joseph led the 
donkey, on which Mary sat. 

After going some distance on a rough, 
rugged road, the caravan reached a marshy 
stretch along the Jordan, where they camped 
overnight. Joseph, wanting to protect Mary 
from the animals that he could hear prowl- 
ing through the underbush, slept very little. 
Lying awake, staring anxiously into the 
darkness, Joseph recalled what Mary had 
said about the angel who had appeared to 
her to tell her that her child would be called 
the Son of God. 


Joseph, too, had heard an angel’s mes- 
sage in a dream. The angel had said that 
Mary was to bear Joseph a son and that he 
was to call him Jesus. 

The same awe that he had felt then flood- 
ed through Joseph now. He must have faith 
and trust in God’s protection, even though 
the night seemed full of danger and the 
journey long. 

After a hasty breakfast the following 
morning, the travelers pressed forward again. 
Across fords and over winding mountain 
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roads that were little more than footpaths, 
they made their way. Mary admitted to be- 
ing tired, but she was sweet and patient. 


In late afternoon on the third day, a chill- 
ing wind snatched at Joseph’s cloak and 
whipped up clouds of dust. To protect her 
eyes and nose from dust, Mary drew a veil 
across her face. 


“We are almost to Bethlehem,” Joseph 
said when he saw fig and olive trees growing 
on terraced plateaus. Mount Moab towered 
above them like a dark, harsh sentinel. 


Dusty camels, laden with goods or mount- 
ed by merchants in long robes and purple 
turbans, passed them. On hillsides, flocks 
huddled together, seeking warmth. Joseph's 
donkey slowed its pace as the travelers 
climbed the hill to Bethlehem. 

Joseph breathed a sigh of relief when 
they reached the gate of the city at dusk. 
Now, all that remained was to find a warm, 
comfortable place for Mary. But that, he 
saw, was not going to be easy. Bethlehem 
was one of the oldest towns in Palestine, but 
it was small, and into its narrow, crooked 
streets were crowded hundreds of persons 
who were also obeying Caesar's decree. 

Through the noise and confusion of 
wrangling traders, jostling strangers, and 
barking dogs, Joseph somehow cleared a 
path for the donkey on which Mary rode. 
Thirsty, hungry, and dust-begrimed, he and 
Mary stopped at the well for a drink, but 
the water seemed less refreshing than that 
in Nazareth. 

As they were leaving the well, Joseph 
jumped aside when slaves, carrying a rich 
Roman in a litter, cried hoarsely, “Make 
way!” 

It was only a little way to the clay brick 
inn with an inclosed courtyard. From within 
came shouts and laughter. Moving across 
the courtyard with Mary, Joseph was dis- 
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Christmas Is a Picture 
By Martha V. Binde 


i HRISTMAS is a picture, splashed with 
colors gay and bright: 

The red and green of holly, the yellow 
candlelight, 

The silver gleam of tinkling bells, the gold 
of stars on high, 

The shining eyes and rosy cheeks of chil- 
dren passing by, 

The blue and green and pink and red of 
wagons, dolls, and toys, 

The white of snow—a picture make that 
brings us Christmas joys. 


couraged when he saw how many people 
were already there. 

“Full, long ago,” the innkeeper told him. 

“But my wife——” Joseph’s voice shook 
with weariness and anxiety. 

“There’s the stable,” the innkeeper sug- 
gested. 

“The stable!” echoed Joseph. For himself 
it would not matter, but for Mary and for 
her child, of whom it had been foretold that 
he would be the Son of God Joseph's 


(Please turn to page 36) 
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White aper Angel 


&, Myrtle Vord 


the first little snowflake 


Fell out of the sky, i 
It gave early warning > 
That Christmas was nigh. ™ 


There were three little maidens— 
All close playmates—who 

Dreamed of gifts for one another, 
As little girls do. 


They were Hatty and Patty 2 \ 
fie 

And Margaret Lu. \ 

Each made plans to give presents |_| 


No other one knew. 


The store windows were gleaming 
In the blue of the night— 

And a white paper angel 

Prayed o'er a wee light. 


Now, gay Hatty was cheerful. 
She tripped down the street, ’ 
Searching each pretty window, 
With wings on her feet. 

“Something bright, something fancy,” 
She thought. “Something red.” 


Then she glanced in the window; BS 

“Those mittens,” she said. ar 

Pe \v 
I need one pair for Patty WS 

And one for Mar Lu; f ¢ 

And since they are so cunning, 


A pair for me, too.” 
In the window was tinsel, 
Hung gaily and bright— 


And a white paper angel 
Prayed o’er a wee light. 


Now, blithe Patty went shopping. 
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And my pair, so gay, 


“My gifts ought to wear, 

And I hope they'll have prices 
Especially fair. 

“A bright scarf or some stockings. 
No, neither is good. 

But these mittens, red mittens, 
Will match each girl’s hood. 

“So, with Hatty’s and Mar Lu’s 
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We'll be happy as triplets; 
I'll do it this way!” 


The store windows, all sparkling, 
Were truly a sight 
Where a white paper angel 
Prayed o'er a wee light. 


“It’s so hard to choose them! 

I’m timid and shy,” 

Small Mar Lu kept thinking. 

“What gifts shall I buy?” - 
So she tried all the counters, G 
Looked everywhere— 

At the dolls, books, and purses. 
Yes, she must use care. | 
“Oh, I know,” she cried proudly; 
‘Red mittens so fair. 
Give me three pairs,” 
“For us girls to wear.” 
Now, the gifts for one another 
Were chosen so well 

That the three little maidens 
Knew no one would tell. 


she added, 
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Their small faces were beaming 
As home each one ran; 
In their hearts they were happy 
As wrapping began. 

First a box, then a greeting, 
As everyone knows; 

Fold crisp, rattling paper; 
Add pert, perky bows. 


* 
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When the wrapping was finished, 
Exchanges set right. 
Still, the white paper angel aes 
Prayed o'er a wee light. 
Then the three little maidens, 
Good friends, stanch and true, 
Met on glad Christmas morning, 
As good friends would do. i 
“Oh, my goodness,” said Hatty, AK 
Her nose in the air, TS 


“If I'd known you had bought some, 
I'd have not bought a pair!” 


Cried sweet, practical Patty, 
A frown on her brow, 


“We'll just have to exchange them; iv 
Let’s plan for that now.” -2 

But Mar Lu was uncertain, ( 

A tear in her eye. eS 


“There was no way we'd know what 


They had nine pairs of mittens; 
It wasn’t much fun 

For three little maidens. 
What had they done! ? 


One another would buy.” J 
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“You both cheated,” snapped Hatty. 
“You copied,” yelled Pat. 
“I feel badly,” cried Mar Lu, 


““But I'd not say that!” 


“Are these voices unhappy 

On this Christmas morn?” | , 
’Twas the white paper angel, ~ 

Her voice without scorn. 

“T thought all little children 

Did surely believe 

That it’s much, much more blessed 
To give than receive.” 

Then these three startled maidens 
Did nothing but blink. 

It was all so amazing. 

They just could not think! My 
Soon, the white paper angel, hae 
With voice soft and low, 

Said, “Think of all the cold fingers* 
Of some girls you know.” 


When the three girls remembered 
Some children they knew, 

“We have six pairs for others, 
From us,” cried Mar Lu. 

“It’s a very good idea; 

The angel is right. 

We must thank her most kindly 
And give these tonight!” 


They turned quickly—all startled— 
No one was in sight! 

In the window, the angel 

Prayed o'er her wee light. 
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I make the most of every moment. ® | 
do not waste time wishing I were some- 
where else, doing something else; I do 
my best right now, right where I am. 


I do things of first importance first. 
I do not let myself become confused or 
upset; I work easily and carefully, and 
everything in my life is in perfect order. 


God loves me and God needs me. ® | 
am important to God; He has a place 
for me in His great world. I will do 
my part to fill the place He wants me 
to fill. 


I place my hand in God's, and I walk 
with Him. ™ God goes with me wher- 
ever I go, whatever I do; there is noth- 
ing in all the world for me to fear. 


I pray for understanding of the mean- 
ing of Christmas. ® I ask God to show 
me the real joy and the glory of Christ- 
mas. 


God's gift of happiness blesses all the 
world today. ® I send my prayer- 
thoughts of love to every child, in 
every land, in the name of the Christ 
child. 


God is in charge of everything that 
happens. ® | look forward to each day 
and all the joyous, new things that 
God has for me to do. 


The light of Jesus Christ shines in my 
heart today. ® His love lights my path 
and guides me on my way. 


I do unto others as I would have them 
do unto me. ® | set my own standard 
of fairness, and I live by it; I know that 
others will treat me as I treat them. 


I think only the thoughts I want to 
think. ® I do not waste my time on un- 
worthy thoughts; I fill my mind with 
thoughts of goodness, love, and health. 


Father, help me to be gentle. ® Help 
me to be patient and understanding 
with others; teach me to forgive. 


I am free because I am God's child. 
No ugly habit has any hold on me; 
God is my strength and my power, my 
help in every need. 


With God's help, I do my work quickly 
and well. ® | see that the work I have to 
do is my friend, not my enemy, and | 
go about it with joy and confidence. 


Christmas is joy: Christmas is light: © 
Christmas is peace; Christmas is love— — 
because Christmas is Christ. " Thank © 


You, Father! 


This is God’s world, and this is God's 
weather. ® | trust Him to send us 
weather that the world needs, so I will 
not worry or be fearful. 
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The life of Jesus Christ is in me, and I 
am healthy and happy. ® No one is 
ever too sick to be healed or too weak 
to be strengthened by His mighty 
power. 


I get ready for Christmas by thinking 
of loving and giving. ® | shall give my 
love, my joy, and my time to make oth- 
ers happy. 


Through the goodness of God, I am 
strong and well. ® [ have faith in God's 
healing life, and I think and speak only 
of health and strength. 


I will be true to God, to myself, and to 
all those about me. ® | will be faithful, 
loyal, and honest in everything I think 
and say and do. 


I look for the lesson in whatever hap- 
pens. ® I know that every experience 
teaches me something and that God 
gives the answer to every problem. 


I look for the good and I find the good. 
I know that each day brings me what 
I look for and expect, so I expect God's 
good in everyone and everything. 


I will be a friend, and I will have 
friends. ® | think first of others and 
their needs and wishes, and others 
will see me as the kind of person they 
want for a friend. 


God's forgiving love sets me free from 
past mistakes. 8 I look forward to a 
new year, with new opportunities to 
make my life count for good. 


I wait for God’s guidance. ® | do not 
speak or act when I am angry or afraid. 
I ask God to help me always to speak 
and act with love and understanding. 


Thank You, Father, for taking care of 
me. ® | feel safe and secure because | 
am Your child, and You care for me 
always. 


God’s love blesses my money and 
makes it grow. ® | bless all the money 
I receive and all the money I spend. 
The power of blessing makes my 
money go further, do more. 


Father, help me to use wisdom and 
good judgment in choosing gifts for 
those I love. ® Help me to choose gifts 
that will express my love and thought- 
fulness. 


I make myself a window through which 
God's love can shine. ® | am calm and 
peaceful so that others around me may 
find peace and happiness too. 


“The Lord is my shepherd, I shall not 
want.” ® His love surrounds me; His 
wisdom leads me; His joy fills my heart. 
All is well. 


Let there be peace on earth and let it 
begin with love in my heart. ® I have 
a part to play in bringing world peace: © 
to keep love in my heart. 


I give thanks to God for all my bless- 
ings. ® At the year’s end, | take time 
for thanksgiving—for the good of the 
past year and for the good of the year 
to come. 


Dear Boys and Girls: 

Jesus Christ was the original Christmas 
gift. On that first Christmas, God gave us 
His Son to help us to understand that God 
loves us and is always within us and around 
us. He sent His Son to show us, through His 
teachings and His example, how to live as 
God’s children. 

We love God, and we do appreciate His 
Christmas gift. We show our love and ap- 
preciation by following the teachings of Jesus 
and by expressing the love of God in all that 
we think, say, and do each and every day of 
the year. On Jesus’ birthday, we are especial- 
ly kind and helpful and we give gifts to 
others because we want to show how happy 
we are that God has given us the Christ. 
Our gifts are a symbol of the love we feel 
for the one to whom we give it. The value of 


the gift is not important; the love we give 
with the gift is precious. 

This month, let’s each one read something 
about Jesus every day. The more we learn 
about Jesus’ teachings and the things He 
thought and said and did, the better we will 
be able to follow His teachings and His ex- 
ample in our thoughts and words and deeds. 

If you are not already a member of the 
Good Words Booster Club and would like 
to join us in studying and learning more 
about the life and the teaching of Jesus 
Christ and in trying to live as Jesus lived, 
write to Barbara Benson, WEE WIsDOM, 
Lee’s Summit, Missouri, and ask for an ap- 
plication blank. 

Joyfully and lovingly, 
BARBARA BENSON, Secretary. 


Dear Barbara: 1 have been following the 
Good Words Booster Club rules the best I 
can, and I read the Bible a great deal. 
—LEE RANDALL 
= We are happy to have you as one of our 
happy, helpful Boosters. You will learn 
much about the life and the teachings of 
Jesus through reading the Bible, and we 
know you will find that you will be follow- 
ing Jesus’ teachings when you remember 
to look for the good in everyone and in 


24 


everything that happens and to think, say, 
and do only that which is good and loving. 


Dear Barbara: | have made two new friends. 
One is a girl from a foreign country. She 
didn’t know how fo speak English very well. 
At first, I didn’t particularly like her, and she 
didn’t particularly like me either. So, one 
night I asked her to come to my house so I 
could help her with her homework. After 
that, we became the best of friends. 
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The club motto is helping me in making 
friends. —MARY ANNE 


= It is good to remember that love never 
fails when we want to make friends, Mary 
Anne. When we truly like another person 
and express love toward him in our thoughts, 
words, and actions, we are sure to have a 
friend. 

Thank you for telling us how you won a 
good friend. Your letter will help us all to 
remember to be more loving and helpful 
and understanding. 


Dear Barbara: Since I first got my member- 
ship card, I have been trying to say and to do 
the right things. —DAVID 


= God is your help in remembering always 
to think kind and loving thoughts and to 
Speak kind and loving words, David. 

We are happy to have you as one of our 
Boosters, and we know you are radiating 
happiness and love and understanding to 
all those around you. 


Dear Barbara: | have found that being a 
Booster is helpful and that God does answer 
my prayers. I was worrying about my arith- 
metic grades. I asked God to help me. He 
did. Now, I get good grades in arithmetic. 
—PAMELA 


= Pamela, dear, God will help us to do 
any good thing. 

When you study your lessons and pay at- 
tention in class, God helps you to be calm 
and to do your very best work. 


Dear Barbara Benson: I am still trying to 
keep the pledge. I like the motto, “Love 

never faileth.” 
Every night I say The Prayer of Faith. 
—JULE 


= Many, many Boosters find The Prayer of 
Faith a great help Jule, and we are happy 
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to know that you, too, are finding it helpful. 

Our club motto, “Love never faileth” (1 
Corinthians 13:8), comes, from the teachings 
of Jesus. We can prove that love does not 
fail by following the teachings and the ex- 
ample of Jesus, expressing God's love in all 
our thoughts, words, and deeds. 


Dear Barbara: One day when I was playing, 
a person whom I didn’t like very well came 
along and started a quarrel. I could have 
said a lot of things against him, but I 
thought, ‘““What would Jesus do?” Then I 
knew what to do. —DONNA 


= Your letter, Donna, will help us to re- 
member to ask ourselves the question, What 
would Jesus do?’ And when we stop to 
think about what Jesus would do, we are 
sure to do the right thing. 


Dear Barbara: One day last December my 
mother asked me to ask one of my friends 
at Sunday school, who was going to be lonely 
at Christmas, to come and stay with us on 
Christmas Day. When I asked her, I could 
tell she was very happy by the expression on 
her face. She said it would be a day she 
could look forward to and then treasure the 
memory of. 

That invitation gave somebody happiness, 
and I hope that I may do other kind deeds 
that will bring happiness. I know God will 
help me to do kind and good things if I will 
only ask Him. —syLvia (England) 


= Making others happy is one of the most 
joyous experiences we can have, Sylvia. 
Thank you for sharing your happy experi- 
ence with us. 

God is always with us; He will always 
help us to know the kind and good thing to 
do. And He will give us the courage and the 
strength to do what is right in every situa- 
tion. 
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THIS IS 


SUE 
Designed by Helen Redmond 


(9 years) 
Redrawn for reproduction by Dorothy Wagstaff 


If you are under 13 years of age, you may submit your drawing of a doll and its 
wardrobe. A letter from a parent or teacher stating that your work is original must 
accompany your drawing. 
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Snowbound Christmas 
(Continued from page 8) 


starting to ask when there was a commo- 
tion on the front porch. She could hear 
thumping and banging and much laughter 
and the soft drawls of the boys. 

“Say, Miss Betsy,” came Slim’s voice, 
“you'd better come out, for your mother sure 
won't like it if we come in.” 

With Mother and Daddy right behind 
her, Betsy stepped onto the porch and came 
face to face with another surprise. The boys 
were practically carrying a beautiful chestnut 
colt onto the porch! He had one white stock- 
ing and a white star on his forehead, and the 
way he was pulling back on the halter 
showed that he had plenty of spirit and that 
he did not like the steps or the porch! 

“He’s for you, Miss Betsy,” Slim ex- 
plained, ‘from all of us. Dalton’s Thorough- 
bred mare, Lady Belle, had twin colts. He 
didn’t figure she could raise them both, so 
he sold us this one. We've got papers and 
all for him, and we'll break him for you 
when he’s old enough.” 

“We've been hiding him out in the line 
camp so he'd be a surprise,” Red put in. 


“We got milk from the neighbors until 


the storm,” Pete added, “but all that snow 
pretty nigh ruined us. If we'd had to ask for 
that much milk, your dad would sure have 
found out, and you, too, maybe.” 

Daddy snapped his fingers and burst into 
laughter. “No wonder you needed the io- 
dine,” he exclaimed. “You've been milking 
those wild range cattle we're holding in the 
pen to ship out when the weather breaks!” 

“I reckon,” Slim agreed, grinning rue- 
fully along with the rest of the boys. “They 
are a mite wild, but we managed.” 

Betsy was patting the colt. He was per- 
fectly gentle now that he was sure he could 
trust this strange new floor and these new 
people. 

“Oh, he’s beautiful!” she breathed, her 
eyes shining. “How can I ever thank you! 
What's his name?” 

“We've just been calling him ‘little 
horse,’ ”” Red volunteered. “We thought you 
might like to name him.” 

“Then I'll call him Chris,’ Betsy declared, 
“because he’s my Christmas colt, and he'll 
always remind me of the happiest Christmas 
I ever had—even if it was a homemade one!” 

“Missy always have homemade _ happi- 
ness,” Chang said, beaming, “because she 
make so much happiness for others.” 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


God is my help in every 
need; 

God does my every hunger 
feed; 

God dwells within me, 
guides my way 

Through every moment, 
night and day. 
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(Adapted) 

I now am wise, I now am 
true, 

Patient, kind, and loving, 
too. 


All things I am, can do, and 


be, 
Through Christ, the Truth 
that is in me. 


God is my health, I can’t be 
sick; 

God is my strength, unfail- 
ing, quick; 

God is my all, I know no 
fear, 

Since God and love and 
Truth are here. 

—Hannah More Kobhaus. 
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BY LAWRENT LEE 


Copyright 1959 by Erma and Vera Waltner 


Bos MOORE looked up quickly when his 
younger brother burst into their room. Christ- 
mas wrappings covered the bed and the 
table, and Bob was tying a big red bow on 
the last gift he had to put under the tree. 
The Moore family made a great deal of the 
holidays. 

Chris, however, looked more indignant 
than happy. He blurted, “How come you told 
folks you were going to get a pair of shoe 
skates?” 

A red flush crept over Bob’s face. He 
frowned down at the package and spread the 
bow. Tonight would be Christmas Eve, and, 
until then, what gifts were to be given and 


28 


Bob, the 


Big-Hearted 


received in the Moore family were sup- 
posed to be kept secret. 

“What do you mean?” he mumbled. 

“Everyone’s buzzing about the skates 
you've been bragging about,” his brother 
repeated. “You said you and David Harri- 
son wear the same size and that you'd let 
him wear your skates in the race next 
Wednesday.” 

Bob carried his gift to the corner and put 
it with the others that would go under the 
tree. 

“Well?” Chris demanded. “Spill it, snoop- 
er!” 

“I didn’t exactly snoop,” Bob defended 
himself. “You remember last week when 
Mom went shopping with some of the 
neighbors? She brought home a lot of stuff, 
and when I went to the living-room closet 
to get my coat, I saw the box away back in 
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the corner. It was labelled ‘Skates,’ and my 
size, too.” 

“You saw it in the dark!” Chris scoffed. 
“You didn’t need a flashlight to read the 
label! And you had to talk! Before you get 
a gift, you're not supposed to know about 
it!” 

Anger burned in Bob. He knew that he 
should not have snooped, and he should not 
have talked either. Still, his brother had 
no business treating him as if he were a 
criminal. 

“Go roll your hoop, boy!” he retorted, 
trying to sound careless so that Chris would 
not know how guilty he felt. 

“You took a lot of shine off Christmas, 
spilling things ahead of time,” Chris accused 
him. 

The guilt in Bob got stronger than his 
anger. The Moore family had its customs 
and traditions, and he had broken one of 
them. 

“O.K.,” he said in a conciliatory voice. “I 
saw the box. I suspected it was for Christmas, 
and got a flashlight. I shouldn’t have; but the 
reason I talked was because David's a dandy 


The world was beautiful, but Bob did not notice. 
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skater. He’s got a good chance to win the 
race for our club, but his skates are old, and 
he might have trouble. That’s why I talked.” 

“Big-hearted you!” said Chris. “You could 
have waited till tomorrow, after you really 
had the skates!” 

“O.K. I made a mistake,” Bob admitted. 
“Take it out on me if you want to.” 

Chris’s grin was apologetic. “I don’t want 
to take anything out on you,” he said, “but 
you ought to play by the rules; and the rules 
around here are no snooping at Christmas 
and no bragging. But Ill forget it.” 

Bob felt better as he watched his brother 
start for the door; but before Chris left, he 
said: “Suppose—just suppose—that when 
you looked at that box, back in the closet 
with nothing but a flashlight to read by, 
you made a mistake. Suppose it said ‘Kate’s’ 
instead of ‘Skates.’ Have you forgotten about 
Aunt Kate?” 
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That idea hit Bob like a bombshell. He 
remembered that when he had looked in the 
closet later, to make sure the skates were 
the right size, the box had been gone. He 
had supposed that his mother had taken it 
to wrap it for the tree. But Chris could be 
right. The box could have held fancy galosh- 
es or some other kind of woman toggery, and 
his mother might have mailed it to her sister 
Kate who lived in Shreveport. 

He rejected the thought. He had good 
eyes. Even though the closet was dark, the 
flashlight had been bright. The word had to 
be skates. 

Bob moved restlessly about his room. At 
five o'clock, he carried his gifts downstairs 
and arranged them under the tree. Even in 
the dark, it glowed and sparkled with Christ- 
mas. During dinner, the others talked and 
laughed about the fun to come, but Bob 
only half-listened. 

When the gifts were distributed, Bob got 
a new book about birds, a handsome sports 
jacket, and some miniature water hyacinths 
for the aquarium he kept in the basement. 
Together, he and Chris got a bobsled to use 
on the hill. He got several more things that 
pleased him, but he got no skates! He could 
not believe it at first, but when the last gaily- 
wrapped parcel had been delivered, he knew 
it was true. He had snooped, and he had 
talked about a gift that was not his! 

That night, when the bedroom lights were 
out and Bob's presents were with his 
brother’s on the shelf behind the door, Chris 
blurted out, “Bob, what about the skates? 
Do they fit?” 

Bob was tempted to act as though he 
were asleep, but it hardly seemed worth 
while. He would have to tell his brother 
sooner or later. If he told him now, maybe 
Chris could help him figure a way out of 
the trouble he had made for himself. 
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“Got any ideas about what I can tell 
David?” he said in a muffled voice. “I didn’t 
get the skates.” 

Chris sat up in his bed. Bob knew he was 
peering at him through the half-dark of 
their room. “You didn’t get them? What 
happened to that box?” 

“T don’t know,” Bob mumbled. 

An uncertain silence filled the room. At 
last, Chris said, ““Maybe we'll get some ideas 
by morning. Right now, I’m bowled over.” 

“Me, too,” Bob admitted. 

When the boys awoke, the problem was 
no nearer solution. 

“I guess I'll have to tell him I jumped the 
gun,” Bob said. “Lots of folks snoop, and 
lots of them brag; but I shouldn’t have. 
What hurts me worst is falling down on 
David and the Spartans. He’d surely win if 
he could use the new skates I didn’t get!” 

“Maybe you ought to talk to Mother. 
Maybe the skates got left upstairs,” Chris 
suggested. “You can thank her again for all 
the things you did get, and say how much 
you like them. If you were supposed to get 
skates, too, she'll say so.” 

Bob hesitated. “I don’t want her to think 
that my gifts aren’t super. It’s just that I'm 
bothered about David and the contest.” 

“Now’s the time,” Chris urged him. 

Bob did as his brother suggested, but he 
was no better off. He had everything his 
parents expected him to get. So there was 
nothing to do but tell David. 

In unhappy silence, Bob and Chris trudged 
through the snow to break the bad news. 
The world was shimmering white and 
sparkling silver under the winter sun. Ever- 
greens splashed color around them, and the 
bare brown limbs of oak, maple, hickory, and 
walnut made dark tracings against the sky 
and hillsides. The world was beautiful, but 
Bob was so miserable that he did not notice. 
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The Perfect Christmas Gift ror tEEn-AGe BOYS AND GIRLS 


If you have the name of an older brother or sister or friend 
on your Christmas list, Progress magazine is a gift that is sure 
to please. It is up to the minute, tailored to the needs and 
tastes of young people. The Christmas number includes: 

“What Gift Will You Give?” by Faith Raeder. Here’s how 
to choose a Christmas gift to please any person. 

“The Gentleman Takes a Bow,” by Dorothy Earlandson. 
The dilemma of a boy who loses his girl to the uniformed 
cadets of a military academy and has to think fast to win her 


back, 


“Are You a Hero?” by Annie Laurie Von Tungeln. Why 
courage is as useful in everyday life as in great emergencies. 

Of course, the Christmas number of Progress contains other 
stories and articles, along with poems, photographs, and fun 
features. Progress is digest-sized and comes every month. 


: 


SPECIAL CHRISTMAS OFFER 


Progress is a wonderful gift for any teen-ager, and now because of a 
special price offer, you can send it to a new subscriber for half-price—only 
$1 a year instead of $2! This is a special offer, just for new subscribers and 
just for Christmas, so order your gift subscription for Progress today. 
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LEE'S SUMMIT. MISSOURI 


When they reached the lane below the 
Harrison place, Chris called, “Hi-i-i, David! 
Hi-i-i!” 

“What’s the hurry?” Bob asked glumly. 
“It’s a long way to the house.” 

“You're going to stew till this is over,” 
Chris said practically, “so let’s speed it up. 
Hi-i-i, David!” 

The door of the Harrison house swung 
open, and David ran out. He had not waited 
to put on his coat. He ran toward them, 
shouting, “Merry Christmas! The merriest 
kind of Christmas!” 

He met them at the head of the lane. 
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“Guess what happened!” he exclaimed. 
“Last week when the neighbors went shop- 
ping together, my mother got some of her 
bundles mixed with your mother’s, and one 
of my gifts went to your house—a dandy 
pair of racing skates!” 

Chris grinned at Bob, and Bob laughed 
with relief. David had the skates he needed 
to win the race, and everything was all right. 
As for snooping and bragging, Bob felt that 
he was done with them forever. No matter 
how tempted he might be, he resolved never, 
never to make the same kind of mistake 
again. 
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Crossword Puzzle 
By Faye Patten 


Across 


2. Plaything. 
5. Birthplace of Jesus. 
9. First woman. 
10. Beam of light. 
12. Organ of hearing. 
13. Belonging to him. 
15. Heat slightly. 


18. The Wise Men were guided by this. 


20. To allow. 
21. Aspar. 
22. Streets (abbr.). 


Down 


Tree or shrub having red berries. 
Gives off vapor. 

The Messiah. 

To exist. 


¥ ey 


6. Always. 

7. The direction of sunrise. 
8. Belonging to me. 

1. To be indebted to. 

14. Skill in performance. 
16. Near. 

17. We decorate this. 

19. Like. 


THE GAME OF “AS” 


BY FREDERICK D. BREWER 


We often say, “As wide as the ocean,” or, 
“As blue as the sky.” We express many 
things by such comparisons. Below are listed 
some common comparisons that we use 
nearly every day. See how many you know. 
As brave as a ----. 

As blind as a ---. 

As hungry as a ----. 
As patient as -- -. 

As stubborn as a - - - -. 
As sweet as ----- . 
As slick as an ---. 


WHAT AM I? 


BY ROSALIE W. DOSS 


My first letter is in icy, but not in cold; 
The next is in mew, but never in old. 

My third is in season, but not in second; 
The last appears in hour, also in reckon. 
My whole is three hundred sixty-five days 
‘That should be spent in happy, useful ways. 
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MAGIC WITH WORDS 
BY GREGORY SPOONER 


‘In this puzzle you can change the word 
cold to warm in four steps. Just change one 
letter in each row of the box, matching the 
meanings given here. 

Heavy string. 
Used in playing games. 
Hospital room. 


WHAT AM I? 


BY EDNA BEVAN 


My first is in /ittle and also in Jook; 

My second’s in be, but not in book. 

My third is in sé and also in wrote. 

My fourth is in sickle as well as in note. 
My fifth and my second are one and the same. 
My sixth is in wear, but not in name. 

My whole comes from near or from far away. 
Be sure to answer it right away! 
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Serilda’s Shining Star 
(Continued from page 11) 


to listen, but no answering neigh came to 
them. 

Pa’s frown got deeper, and Serilda tried 
to swallow the lump of fear that got bigger 
and bigger. She searched the tracks carefully 
to be sure that Star’s was still among them. 
Katie and Pa watched for the boot prints, 
and Pa said, “Awfully short steps for such 
big feet.” 

Startled rabbits scurried from their shel- 
ters, and quails whirred up in sudden flight, 
and a deer bounded through the brush ahead 
of them. 

They stopped to rest on a fallen log, for 
it was slick underfoot, and walking was 
tiresome. The sleet was changing to big, wet 
flakes of snow, and the wind was dying. 
Serilda’s lips felt stiff from whistling, but 
once again she sent out the shrill call to 
Star. They held their breath to listen. Sud- 
denly, Grover began barking frantically. 

Serilda’s heart jumped, and she started 
plunging through the brush toward the bark- 
ing. Pa and Katie were close behind her. 
They came out into a little open space in a 
curve of the creek, sheltered from the storm 
by a rocky cliff. There was Old Shortie and 
all the other cattle, chewing their cuds, un- 
mindful of the rain and snow. Star was not 
with them. 

Far off in the distance, they heard Jeff 
calling, and Pa answered. 

The two older Denton boys, Charley and 
Jim, were with Jeff, ready to help in the 
search. Jeff's eyes swept the herd of cattle; 
then he looked at Serilda. She shook her 
head and looked down at the empty bridle 
in her hand, trying to hide the aching dis- 
appointment in her heart. 
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“We haven’t seen a thing,” the oldest 
boy said to Pa, “Along in the night, the dogs 
set up an awful howling and barking, as 
they do when somebody is passing. My fa- 
ther said if you needed him, he’d come.” 

“Much obliged,” Pa said tiredly, lean- 
ing for a minute against a tree. Everyone 
waited for Pa to speak, and the cattle began 
moving restlessly as Grover walked around 
the edge of the herd. 

Pa pondered things a minute; then he 
pulled his cap farther down on his forehead 
and squared his shoulders. 

“Jeff, you and Jim and Katie take the 
cows back to the barn and do the milking. 
Charley, you and Serilda and I will take 
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Grover and keep following the trail until we 
find Star or lose the trail. If it keeps on snow- 
ing, it won’t be long before we'll lose it.” 

With the cattle headed back toward the 
barn, Serilda held Star’s bridle and let 
Grover smell it. “Star. Star. Star!” she said 
over and over. Grover looked up into her 
face quizzically, and she dropped a mit- 
tened hand on either side of his face and 
looked straight into his eyes. “Go find Star! 
Go find Star!” she commanded. 

Grover wagged his tail and started out, 
but the cattle had trampled the ground in 
the little clearing and along the creek bank 
until all scent of Star was lost. 

Serilda followed wearily along the edge 
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of the creek, her eyes searching for a broken 
twig or a hoofprint. She stopped often to 
whistle. Pa and Charley walked to one 
side, and Grover ran ahead. Pa said Star 
must have been ridden in the creek to hide 
her footprints. It seemed hours before the 
trail was found again, and the boot tracks 
were gone! 

Now, they walked single file, Pa lead- 
ing the way. The creek was widening, and 
they were nearing the main road that went 
past the Dentons’ and on to Red Oaks School 
when Grover set up a furious barking at the 
end of a hollow log. 


“Come out of there!” Pa yelled angrily, 
but Grover only barked more frantically, 
crawling so far into the log that only his 
hind legs and wildly waving tail stuck out. 


“He’s stuck,” Pa said disgustedly, and he 
hurried to grab Grover by the hind legs. 


“A rabbit or a possum,” Charley said as 
he stood ready; but when Grover’s head 
came in sight, they gasped in amazement, for 
Grover was holding onto a muddy, square- 
toed boot, with horseshoes stitched on it in 
red! Then, before they could stop him, 
Grover dropped the boot and dived back 
into the log again. Pa pulled him out, with 
another muddy boot in his mouth—the mate 
of the first one! 

Serilda stared at them, and gave a sharp 
cry. “Pa! They’re Busher’s boots! I remem- 
ber the funny toes and the horseshoes stitch- 
ed in red. The other man had boots just like 
"em, only they had a blue star for trimming. 
Oh, Pa! They stole my Star! They knew 
she was a Thoroughbred. They'll take her 
back to Illinois, and I'll never, never see her 
again!” Serilda slumped against Pa, and 
dry, tearing sobs shook her body. Pa put his 
arm around her and said nothing, his mouth 
a hard, straight line. 

Charley dropped to his knees and peered 
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into the log, but there was nothing more. 
Grover, knowing something was wrong, 
watched Serilda and Pa with puzzled eyes. 

“What I can’t figure,” Charley said as he 
looked at the muddy, worn boots, “is why 
would a fellow throw away his boots and 
go barefoot in this kind of weather? Doesn’t 
stand to reason, even if they do have holes 
in the soles.” 

Pa shook his head, “I don’t know, Charley, 
but we are going to find out. Whoever made 
those footprints back there took mighty short 
steps for such big feet. You carry the boots, 
and we will go on as long as we can see a 
hoofprint. Something tells me we will lose 
the trail when we come to the road, and it’s 
not far from here.” 

Pa was right. The hoofprints were lost in 
the mixture of wagon tracks, horse tracks, 
and some cattle and deer tracks. Grover 
lost the trail, too. 


“T’ll take the boots now,” Pa said. “We'll 
go home, and I'll hitch up and drive to the 
county seat and tell the sheriff what has hap- 
pened. Might be he can catch up with these 
scoundrels before they get clean away.” 

“Why don’t you come up to our house 
and get Prince, our riding horse?” Charley 
said. “He'll make it in half the time your 
heavy team will. He’s in the barn, and I 
can saddle him in a hurry. Serilda can ride 
home behind you.” 


At the Dentons’, they went inside, and 
while Pa was telling about Busher and 
Ruddy at the fair and about Star’s being 
gone, Mrs. Denton dished up bowls of hot 
soup for them and gave Grover a chunk of 
johnnycake. 

By the time Pa had finished, Mr. Denton 
was pulling on his cap and jacket. “I'll ride 
east to the Rutherfords’ and tell them, and 
then one of them can go on, and we'll get 
the news around. You can’t get a horse like 
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BY JOANNE ALTON RIORDAN 


Cranberry Sherbet (serves 8) 


O NCE again it is the happiest time of the 
year, the time when people all over the 
world celebrate the birth of Jesus. It is also 
a busy time for your mother, as she will be 
entertaining and buying and wrapping gifts 
in anticipation of Christmas Day. Perhaps 
you would like to help her by making the 
dessert for one of the holiday meals, maybe 
for Christmas dinner. Cranberry sherbet is 
very pretty, and it is easy to make. 
1 1b. (4 cups) cran- 1 Ths. unflavored gela- 
berries tin 
24, cups water I/, cup cold water 
2 cups sugar ¥/; cup lemon juice 
Cook cranberries in 214 cups water until 
skins pop. Rub through a sieve. Add sugar 
and heat until cranberries begin to boil. 
Soften gelatin in 14 cup of cold water. Add 
to hot cranberry mixture and stir until dis- 
solved. Cool and add lemon juice. Freeze in 
refrigerator tray until firm. Spoon into sher- 
bet glasses. 


Star out of the country without somebody’s 
seeing her.” He sounded so positive; and 
that, with the hot soup, made Serilda feel 
better. She got upon Prince behind Pa and 
with Grover trotting beside them, they 
started home. 

(To be continued) 
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“Away in a Manger” 
(Continued from page 19) 


eyes met Mary’s. In them there was no dis- 
may. 

Had he known the future of the King of 
Kings, the innkeeper might have offered his 
own quarters. He was not hardhearted, but 
his thoughts were worldly. We, too, close 
the door against things of the Spirit when 
we become so interested in gifts, carols, tree- 
trimming, parties, and programs that we 
forget the true Spirit of the Christ. 


“I could put in fresh straw,” the innkeeper 
offered. 


Reluctantly, Joseph followed the inn- 
keeper toward the stable, from which came 
harsh brays. The stable was a dreary, rock- 
walled cave. But the straw the innkeeper 
brought was soft and fragrant. Mary lay 
down on it gratefully, and Joseph spread a 
heavy cloak over her. 

After they had had their evening meal, 
Joseph lay down, too, but some restlessness 
kept him awake. Quietly, he made his way 
to the door. Never had he seen a night like 
this one. A star of great size and brilliance 
seemed to hover above the stable. And the 
silence—it was almost as if everything had 
stopped breathing. Holiness lay all around 
him. 

Joseph’s thoughts turned to Mary and to 
the son who was to be called Jesus. Surely, 
Jesus would be strong with the very strength 
of God. 

“Joseph!” Mary cried weakly. 

Joseph rushed inside. He could not have 
said how much later it was that a Baby Boy 
lay in the manger. What a humble begin- 
ning, thought Joseph, for One who prophets 
had said would be greater than kings. 

Mary looked with a loving gaze toward 
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the Baby, who was wrapped in swaddling 
clothes. “Glory be to God,” she said in a 
hushed voice. 

At that moment the stable was flooded 
with light. To Joseph, it no longer seemed 
to be a stable. It was a place glorified by 
the presence of One who was the Son of 
God. It was indeed a sacred and holy night. 

“Listen,” he said to Mary, for he seemed 
to hear some distant music. Or was it a sing- 
ing in his own heart? Because he was simple 
and humble, Joseph could hear God’s mes- 
sage to mankind. 

That first Christmas was a night of won- 
der. But no less wonderful than the birth 
of Jesus is the coming to us of the Christ 
Spirit, which is born anew whenever we 
truly feel God’s presence. Any day and every 
day, as we put fear, selfishness, and jealousy 
out of our thoughts, we can know a beauty 
as lovely as that of the Christmas story. 


Answers to Puzzles 


Crossword Puzzle 


Across 

2. Toy. 5. Bethlehem. 9. Eve. 10. Ray. 12. Ear. 
13. His. 15. Warm. 18. Star. 20. Let. 21. Sprit. 
22. Sts. 23. Red. 

Down 


1. Holly. 3. Streams. 4. Christ. 5. Be. 6. Ever. 
7. East. 8. My. 11. Owe. 14. Art. 16. At. 17. Tree. 
19. As. 


The Game of “As” 
1. Lion. 2. Bat. 3. Bear. 4. Job. 5. Mule. 6. 
Sugar. 7. Eel. 


Santa’s deer have 


— Am I? long way {0 go 
ver the housetops 

Magic with Words Covered with Snow. 

Cold, Cord, Card, Ward, Warm, 

W hat Am 1? 

Letter. 
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The Little Shop on the Corner 
BY STEVEN HARRISON (11 years) 


The little shop on the corner 
Is different from the rest, 

But of all the shops I've shopped in, 
I like that shop the best! 


There are toys and candy counters 
Spread all around the room; 

I like best the sleigh bells, 
Ringing their merry tune. 


The little shop on the corner 
Has a window bright and gay— 
It shows the wonderful story 


That happened on the fuwst Christmas Day. 


The Wise Men and the shepherds 
Bring their gifts and gold; 

The angels on high 
Sing their songs of old; 


And on a bed of hay in a manger there, 
Lies the baby Jesus, sweet and fair. 


The Lion 
BY KENNY KOBAK (7 years) 
The lion makes a big roar; 
You can hear him at the circus door. 


I like to see his bushy hair, 
But he does not even care. 
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God's Wonders 
BY CAROLYN LOCKWOOD (10 years) 


Isn’t God wonderful! 
Isn’t He though! 
He sees me 
Wherever I may go. 


He sees me at school. 
He sees me at play. 
He sees me at work. 
He has seen me today. 


He sees me here. 

He sees me there. 
In fact, He 

Sees me everywhere. 


Editor’s Note 


What to send us for these pages: Your own 
stories and poems. Please do not copy. 

When to send it: At least four months before 
the number it is to be used in. If your poem 
or story is for May, you may send it now. 


How to prepare it: Write plainly. Give your 
name, address, and age. Inclose a note from 
a parent or teacher assuring us that the work 
is your own, not copied. Stories should not 
be longer than 200 words. 

Where to send it: Address your letter to Wee 
Wisdom Writers’ Guild, Lee’s Summit, Mo. 

Who can have his work published: Any reader 
under thirteen years of age who has not had 
his work published on these pages within a 


ear. 
We regret that we cannot return unused con- 
tributions. 
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Baby's Present 
BY MARY LOUISE HEARD (10 years) 


Down the chimney 

Dear Santa Claus crept, 
Into the room 

Where the children slept. 


He saw their stockings 
Hung in a line, 
And he filled them 
With candies and goodies so fine. 


Although he counted them— 
One, two, three— 

The baby’s stocking 
He could not see. 


Ho! Ho!” said Santa, 
“That won't do.” 

So he popped her present 
Right into her shoe. 


Seven Dolls 
BY MARIA LANA WHITTEN (9 years) 


Seven little dolls have 1: 

Sally Ann and Mary Sue 

Are both so cute, with eyes of blue. 
Emma Jane and Linda Lou 

Are just as sweet as my first two. 
Betty, with the eyes of brown, 


Is just the sweetest dolly found. 
Billy Joe and Tommy, as you may know, 
Are the imps of my family that I love so. 
But love them all the same, I do. 

And I have found they love me, too. 


Three Kings 
BY JAN DONALDSON (11 years) 


Three Kings traveled on 
From night to early morn; 
They traveled into Herod’s land, 
To seek the Babe, newborn. 


Herod wished to see Jesus, 
He said with wicked eyes; 

He said he wished to worship Him, 
But these were only lies. 


The Magi traveled on and on, 
And stopped in David’s town, 

Where the star had guided them 
To a stable on a mound. 


The Three Kings looked inside, 
And on the fragrant hay 
Inside a wooden manger, 


Little Jesus lay. 


The Kings gave Jesus their gifts 

Of frankincense, myrrh, and gold; 
And the angels sang that night, 

So starry and so cold. 
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CHRISTMAS BELLS 


BY ANNA THOMPSON 


Ten COLORFUL, gay little bells are fun to 
make, and can be used in many places dur- 
ing the holiday season. They are made from 
lids that are cut from the tops of tin cans. 

For a cluster such as those shown here, 
select five different sizes of lids. 

First, make a hole in the lid by placing it 
on a board and driving a nail through the 
center. Then, with the use of tin snips, cut 
out pie-shaped pieces, as shown in the il- 
lustration. Bend where shown by the dotted 
line in the illustration until the edges meet, 
forming a bell. 

We are now ready to begin the interest- 
ing part of our project. Paint the bells on 
the inside and outside with any color or 
variety of colors you desire, to make your 
cluster of bells attractive. 

While the paint is still wet, sprinkle the 
bells with glitter. Or you may wait until they 
are dry and decorate them by painting de- 
signs in bright colors or by pasting sequins 
on in interesting patterns. Small Christmas 
trees can be painted on the sides of your 
bells and then decorated with sequins. 

To complete your cluster of bells, put a 
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bright ribbon through the center hole of 
each bell and tie a small Christmas bell in- 
side each one for the clapper. Arrange the 
bells so they range in size from smallest to 
largest from the top to the bottom. Fasten 
the ribbons together at the top in a bow. 

These bells are fun to make, pretty to look 
at, and add much color to your front door, 
to a package, or to the Christmas Tree. 


YARN ANGELS 


BY M. MABLE LUNZ 


hows A PIECE of heavy cardboard 2 inches 
square. Any light-colored yarn makes pretty 
angels. If the yarn is heavy, wind it around 
the cardboard eight times; if it is thin, wind 
it around the cardboard about twenty times. 

Slip a double strand of sewing thread un- 
der the yarn on one side of the cardboard and 


tie it tight; then slip the yarn off the card- 
board. Tie all the strands together about 14 
inch from the first tie, to make the head. Slit 
the strands at the bottom. Separate two 
threads of heavy yarn or five threads of thin 
yarn on each side, tie, and cut off for the 
arms. Tie around the waistline. To make the 
boy angel, separate the remaining threads in 
half and tie each half at the bottom. Clip 
off girl’s dress to make her the same height 
as the boy. Tie a gold or a colored thread 
around the girl’s waist for a belt. 
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Sew on blue beads for eyes and red beads 
for the mouth. Twist a 2-inch piece of yellow 
pipe cleaner into a tiny halo. Stick it into 
the back of the head and sew it in place. 
Cut wings from colored felt and sew them 
on the back. 

Tie one end of a piece of yarn around the 
neck of each angel to hold them together, 
Pin them to your sweater, make them for 
gifts, or tie them to your Christmas pack- 
ages. 


FIVE-STRAND BRAIDING 


BY JANE LYON 


ls THE story ‘““Snowbound Christmas,” Betsy 
made her father a braided rein for Christ- 
mas. You can use this five-strand braid to 
make a belt or a bracelet. For a thick braid, 
use cord; for a flat one, use ribbon or bias 
tape that is pressed in a fold. By using sev- 
eral colors you can make a pattern in your 
braid. 

Cut the five strips you intend to braid 
about one-third longer than you wish the 
finished article to be. Tie the end of each 
strip to a pencil so the strips hang close to- 
gether in a row. Fasten the pencil to the 
back of a chair or other support to hold it 
still while you braid. 

To braid, pass the outside strip on one 
side over the strip next to it, under the 
second, and over the third. Fold the outside 


strip on the other side over and repeat. Con- 
tinue until your braid is the length you de- 
sire. If you are making a flat braid, be sure 
to fold the outside strip over so that it is. 
smooth. 


PICTURE PLACE MATS 


BY MAUDE E. HALLMER 


Max THESE place mats for your next 
party. They are easy to make, and you will 
have lots of fun making one for each guest. 
You will need a roll of waxed paper, some 
brightly colored pictures, and an iron. 

Cut two pieces of waxed paper 9 by 12 
inches for each place mat. Lay one piece of 
waxed paper down flat. Arrange the pictures 
on this sheet, face up. Lay another piece of 
waxed paper on top and, with Mother’s 
help, go over the entire surface with a warm 
iron. The sheets will stick together. 

You may cut pictures from magazines for 
your place mats, but if the party is planned 
for a special occasion, you may want to cut 
designs from construction paper. For in- 
stance, for a Valentine party, you may want 
to put a big heart cut from red construction 
paper in the center and four smaller hearts 
near the corners. 
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O..: of the most striking stamps issued 
by our Post Office Department last year is 
the Overland Mail commemorative. This 
stamp was issued October 10, 1958, to com- 
memorate the hundredth anniversary of the 
overland mail service from Tipton, Mis- 
souri, to San Francisco, California. 


In the first half of the nineteenth century, 
many weeks and sometimes many months 
were required to transport letters from the 
eastern states to those in the west. Most of 
the mail was sent by ship and had to take a 
long journey, either around the tip of South 
America or eastward across the Atlantic, 
around the Cape of Good Hope, and across 
the Pacific, in order to reach its destination. 


Sometimes important valuable mail was 


By Roland Rexroth 


sent overland by special couriers who had to 
tisk their lives eluding hostile Indians and 
crossing the almost impassable Rocky Moun- 
tains and the deserts that lay beyond. Such 
transportation was costly, and the couriers 
could carry only a few pieces at a time. 

After the discovery of gold in California 
in 1848, many thousands of new settlers 
headed westward, and the need for faster 
mail service became increasingly great. The 
stamp that we illustrate honors the man who 
is responsible for setting up the plan of the 
overland mail service that began in 1858. 

John Butterfield had once been a stage 
driver between Utica and Albany, New 
York. Because of his experience, he believed 
it was possible to operate stagecoaches for 
carrying both passengers and mail across 
the mountains and deserts. 

The Pacific Railroad (now the Missouri 
Pacific) had been built from St. Louis as far 
west as Tipton, Missouri. Butterfield planned 
a stage route that would start at Tipton and 
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Now is the time to share WEE WISDOM with some very 
special friend of yours as a Christmas gift. WEE WISDOM is 
a gift that lasts and lasts because it will bring your friend new 
stories and fun each month for a whole year! 

Your gift of WEE WISDOM will be announced by a Christ- 
masy card bearing your name, and your friend’s subscription 
will begin with the special Christmas number. 

The Christmas number of WEE WISDOM includes direc- 
tions for making, out of ordinary tin can tops, pretty Christmas 
bells that really ring. It has holiday stories like “Snowbound 
Christmas,” by Marcia Morgan, and “The White Paper Angel,” 
by Myrtle S. Nord. And it also has poems, pictures, puzzles, and 
lots of fun features. 

Order Christmas gift subscriptions for WEE WISDOM for 
your special friends today. The magazine is priced at only $2 
for a full year’s subscription. Be seeing you next month! 


‘Wee Wisdom 
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end at San Francisco, going southwest small circles indicates the route followed by 
through Missouri, Arkansas, Oklahoma, and _the stagecoaches in their dangerous journeys. 
Texas; thence, west through the southern May each of you, fellow collectors, enjoy 
part of New Mexico, Arizona, and Cali- a merry philatelic Christmas. 

fornia; and then north through California to 
San Francisco. 

His plan was put into operation. The first 
stage left Tipton on September 16, 1858, 
and arrived in San Francisco October 10, 
making the trip in 23 days and 23 hours. 

The overland-mail stamp design shows a 
loaded stagecoach fighting off an attack by 
hostile Indians. In the lower part of the de- 
sign, the wavy line that connects the two 


Table Blessing 
By Florence Gresham 


Dear Father-God, accept our thanks 
For food and gifts and yuletide fun, 
As joyfully we celebrate 
The birth of Jesus Christ, Your Son. 
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Give These Unity Books for Children 
$2 Each | 


Read-Aloud Stories 
Barky and His Friends Barky’s New Home 


Written by Georgia Tucker Smith, these two books present delightful stories in rhymed 
prose about a puppy. Illustrated. 


Wholesome Stories about the West 


Jet’s Adventures Jet and the New Country 
_ Jet’s Choice 

Written by Bula Hahn, these three books tell about the pioneering adventures of a 

family in the early West. Illustrated. 


Spartan Stories from WEE WISDOM 


Adventures of the Seven Spartans 


Exciting stories by Lawrent Lee about a children’s club and its members. Illustrated 
with silhouette drawings. 


Prayer Books and Bible Stories 


Thank Y ou, God Teach Me to Pray 
These two books by Bill and Bernard Martin contain little prayers and prayer stories 
for children. Both are profusely illustrated in full color. 

The Story of Jesus 


Here are fourteen vivid Bible stories, told by Aylesa Forsee from the Truth viewpoint. 
Illustrated. 


Help for Teen-Agers 
Practical Christianity for Y ou 


This modern book by James E. Sweaney, editor of the young people’s magazine 
Progress, offers readable, usable advice for the youth of today to use in meeting their 
special needs and problems. 


Order these books from: 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
Lee’s Summit, Missouri 
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